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Some bloody paffion (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be ftill. - 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkerehiefe which l fo lou’d.ani gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

‘Def, No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth, Sweet foule take heed, take heed or penury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prefently J 
Therefore confeflethee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue,norchoake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue nacrcy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too s , 

I neuer did offend you in my life, — neuer lou d Cajtto, 

But with fuch generall warranty ofheauen. 

As I might louc ; T neuer gaue him token* # 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerehiefe m his hand . 

0 periur’d Toman,thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder,which I thought a facrifice $ 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him, fend for him hither. 

Let himeonfeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has confelt. 

Def, What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hath — vfde thee. 


‘Def HoWjVnlawfuliy ? 
Otb. I. 


Def. He will not fay fo, 

Oth. No,his mouth is ftop’d. 


•Honeft 
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Honeft^ hathtancordcrfo . r ’ t- . * . 

” <p e r My feare interprets then,*— what is he dead ? 

Oth had all his haircs bin liues, 

Mv great reuenge had ftomacke forem all. 

W Alas he is betiaid,and I vndone, 

Oth. O (trumpet, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 

Def O bannilh me my Lord,butkillme not. 

Oth Downe (trumpet. 

Def Kill me to morrow, let me hue to mghr. 

Oth. Nay, an you ftriue. 

Def But halfe an hour e. 

Oth. Being don, there isnopaufe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. hejuflesher ♦ 

Oth. Tis to late. Emillia crtet Vithin. 

£m My Lord,my Lord, what hoe, my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth. What voyce is this? not dead? not yet quite dead? 

I that am crueluam yet mercifull, . 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine j — -lo,lo. ; , 

Em. What ho,my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I'de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Yes.tis Emillia, by and by : (hee'a deads 
Tis like (he comes to fpeake of Cafsiot death j 
The noyfe was heere j ha^ho more mouing, 

Still as the graue : (halllhc come in ? wei’cgood? 

I thinke (he Uirrcs againe j no.what’s thebeft ? 

If (he come in,(he’!e fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wife, what wife ? I ha no Wife s 
O infupportable ; O heauy houre. 

Me thinks it (hould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawoear alteration. 

Em. 1 do befeech you I may fpeake withyou,— O good my Lord, 
Oth. 1 had forgotten thee 1 come in Emtllt* s f _ 

Sofc,by and by t, let me the curtaines draw. Enter Emillia. 
Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now? 

Em. O my good Lord,y otidet’s foule murders done. 

Oth. What? now? _ 

' Sm* 
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